four o'clock. As she says, there is nothing remarkable
in going to visit a schoolmate. That was clever of a slave
to say.' He closed his book. 'There, I am finished!* and
went down the hall.
All day I-wan was uncomfortable. And now, when
they came to his home, he was very uncomfortable.
En-lan's bright dark eyes were looking at everything
quietly and fully. He had put on a clean school uniform
and he had smoothed his hair and thrust a blue cotton
handkerchief in his pocket. The uniform had shrunk
a little and left his strong wrists bare, and two buttons
across his chest would not fasten so that his blue shirt
showed. But it also was clean. Inside the door he paused
and looked down at the thick red carpet.
*Am I to step on this?' he asked.
I-wan laughed. 'It is foolish, but so you can/ he replied.
He felt nervous and afraid of what En-Ian would think of
everything.
'If I had it I would sleep under it,' En-Ian said. Never-
theless he stepped upon the carpet.
I-wan had told Peony that morning, 'If I bring him
home to-day, you are to manage so my grandmother does
not make me come into her room.*
Peony had managed, for no sound came from his grand-
mother's room. She was sleeping, doubtless, under her
opium. He could smell it. En-Ian sniffed.
'That here!' he remarked amiably. *I used to smell it
in my village.1
'Did they use it there, too?' I-wan asked, surprised.
He thought, somehow, that farmers only sold this opium
for food.
'Didn't I tell you rich and poor were alike?' En-Ian
said calmly.
They were going upstairs now. I-wan had told Peony,
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